The Ring 


Author: Barb 
Bands: Metallica 
Characters: Kirk Hammett, Lars Ulrich, Rob Trujillo 


Relationships: N/A 


Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Tue Nov OI 2005 10:31:52 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Author's Notes: 
For Fiara.thanks for making me not be the only one who noticed! Thanks to Athos for the beta And thanks to 
Porthos for the term \‘sweetcheeks\. Love you all. 


NNN N NEN 


"Put it back on" 

"No." 

"Put it back on, dammit." 
"No." 


The tired man slumped into the over stuffed chair in his friend's living room and sighed with frustration. He 


loved this man more than anyone else in his life, as a friend and at one time as a lover, but he could be as 


stubborn as a..as a..FUCK! He was so worn out his English was leaving him. 
"Tell me again why this is such a big deal after all this time?" The unhappy guitarist was starting to whine. 


Stubborn as a mule, that was it! He smiled triumphantly at his ability to pull the phrase from the depths his 
exhausted mind. But the happy feeling turned into a heavy sigh as he looked up to see the other man glaring 
at him. 


"What the fuck are you smiling about? It isn't funny!" 


Crap. The already upset guitarist was now crossing his arms and pouting like a small child whose request for 
candy at dinnertime had been refused. He was so adorable when he did that it was difficult to take him 


seriously. 

"Sorry, Kirk, was thinking about something else." 

Keeping the adoring smile from his face was difficult, but he managed so as not to upset Kirk any further. 
"People will notice, Kirk" 


‘Oh please, Uli. You honestly think our fans will notice l'm not wearing my wedding ring and immediately figure 


out my marriage was arranged for publicity purposes and I'm really gay?" 


Kirk rolled his eyes at his friend, an act that made Lars want to hug him and slap him upside his head at the 


same time. 


"They already have, sweetcheeks. Those two chicks at rockficcom posted about it as soon as the pics went up 
on our site. | think they've had you pegged for a long time, all the other posters said they thought you had to 


have the ring cleaned or lost it or something." 
"So because those two figured out the truth | have to put the ring back on? It's only two people, Lars." 


"Yeah, two smart people. If they figured it out so will others later on. Why do you want to come out of the 
closet now anyway? We've had this arrangement for a long time and it works great. Your boyfriend doesn't 
mind, he seems to understand it better than you do. Just put the damn ring back on and lets go practice. 
They're gonna take more photos today for the site and you need to be wearing it in them." 


Kirk sighed with frustration and looked at the ground. Why didn't Lars understand that he wanted to stop the 
sham of his marital status because of his feelings for the man he was in love with now? He sighed again as he 
trotted upstairs to retrieve the stupid piece of jewelry from the box he had hidden it in two days ago. He 
knew he could never win an argument against Lars or James, but sometimes he had to at least try. Uli was 


right about one thing, though. Rob didn't care at all about the arrangement or what people thought. He was 


completely happy with the two of them just being together, he didn't need a ring to prove his love for the 
guitarist. He showed his love by being at Kirk's side when he needed someone. By becoming a vegetarian and 
finding new places for the two of them to surf. Kirk slid the ring on his finger without looking at it and headed 


back to his living room. 
"Finally. | thought you threw the damn thing away and had to dig through the trash. Can we go now?" 


Lars was already flying out the door and had yelled the question back over his shoulder. Kirk locked up and 
followed him to the car, wondering if maybe he should stop being a lurker on that website and start posting on 
the message board. He was certain he had some photos of Lars that they would love to see. Or even better, 
he could write a "fictional story" about some of Lars' true adventures and watch him freak trying to figure 
out who had written it and how they knew the details. The last thought sent him into peels of laughter as he 


slid into the passenger seat. 


"Did you also decide to stop taking your meds?" Lars shook his head and wondered, yet again, about his friend's 
sanity as he sped out of the driveway. 


"Nah, just thought of something funny.” 


He leaned back, closed his eyes and tried to decide which of Lars' escapades would be his first fic. 


